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death charming has never feared it. The
philosophy which has dominated Anatole
France has made him, with some deliberation,
seal the springs of enthusiasm, of love, and of
worship. He feels himself larger than life
but he is not. The result is that he has never
become the novelist he might have been, a
novelist like Dickens or Balzac. If he lives,
as I think he will live, he will live as a maker
of bijouterie, a craftsman, a witty and dainty
essayist. In his kind he is a perfect artist ;
that one complains of him is a tribute to his
unexploited powers.